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Love, Joy, and Diftre, b, 


Miſs FANNY ADAMS; 


to Lord Whatley. His baſe and ungene- 
rous Treatment of her in Marrying ano- 
ther Lady, who afterwards died. He 
repents and becomes a loving Huſband, 
as ſhe was the Pattern of her Sex. 


BAILEY, PRIXTER, (No. 110,) 
Leadenhall-Street, 


That was trapan'd in a falſe Marriage- 
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leſs period of two and twenty, wealth 


72 M was naturally good, but the thought- 
a L. 
N 2=t 1 birth, and bad company, together 


with the facility of boundleſs gratifi- 
cation, all equally deſtructive of rea- 
ſon and ſentiment had overborn the voice of nature 
that guardian voice, which whenever we attend to 
it, calls us to the paths of truth: In ſhort, Whatley 
had all that was politely careleſs or agreeably extra- 


vagant, and the foundation of the whole was a very 
fine Eſtats in the County of Salop. 


Sir Thomas Ward was his Favourite. That Gen- 


tleman had an engaging addreſs, and a ſeducive 
Wit; he was a moſt powerful Advocat for Plea- 
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ſure, for he had the Art of giving a prevailing 
Charm to every thing he undertook to defend. 


Lord Whatley, after havingbeen agreeably en- 
' tertain'd at dinner with his Companions, took a 
walk alone in one of the Viſtas of his Park. It led 
him inſenſibly to the Houſe of one of his Tenants, 
whole name was Adams, the whole Family expreſſ- 
ed their pleaſure at being honoured with ſuch a Vi- 
fit. The honeſt Farmer preſented his Children to 
his Lord addrefling him with that Heart felt em- 
phaſis which forms true eloquEnce; having been 
originally intended for the Church, he had his 
Education at Oxford, where he had ſtudied with 
unuſual proficiency. ſome unexpected Misfortunes 
had changed his diſign, but he had Talents which 
might give dignity to any Station. 


Lord Whatley, was ſtruck with the figure of a 
Girl. who ſeemed to be about Sixteen, and was 
one of the Farmers younger Daughters. The 
" Uignity of Fanny's mind was ON in her coun- 
tenance, and modeſty gave a deeper bluſh to the 
roſes on her Cheek. 


When Fanny ſpoke, every Word went to the Soul 
of Whateey, and compleated her conqueſt, Re- 
turning to his Companions.— Ah! my Friends, I 
am no longer mylelf, I have beheld Beauty, Virtue | 
and Love. But pray, ſaid Sir Thomas with an 
arch Smile, who may this adorable 8 
be 


ö 2 


Fx, 


be?” It is Fanny the Daughter of my Tenant, but 
formed to be a Queen. A peaſants Daughter 
<« replied the Baronet; my dear Lord you are moſt 
extravagant, this is the genuine Language of 
© romantic Love. | . 


No more of your trifling, Sir Thomas, it is im- 
poſſible for you to judge of my Paſſion! you have 
not ſeen its object. This Love my Lord makes 
e ſtrange Metamorphoſes, how - but you mult be 
in jeit, can you ſuppoſe that Fanny is a Gem that 
js not to be purchaſed; Money my dear Whatley, 

„% Money; Adams will be extremely obliged to 
you. No, replied his Lordſhip, Adams wil! 


not proſtitute his own and his Daughter's Honour | | 
for Money. No, I will not wound the Heart of wh 
a Father, Wh} 


Y ph 
Adams had given his Daughter an excellent Edu- j 
cation, and ſhe was named an an Example of Prue + 1 
dence and politeneſs thro the whole neighbourhood, 
Our young Lord frequently repeated his viſit tothe | 
Farmer, or rather to his Daughter, and ſhe every {| 
time made a new impreſſion on him. He became þ 
Melancholy, the whole Artillery of the Baronet's | | 
humour was played upon him in vain; it could not 
| baniſh that delightful penſiveneſs which for ever . 
carried his Heart towards the amiable Daughter of 1 
Adams. Sir Thomas acompanied his Friend to the k 
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Farmer, he ſaw Fanny, he was diſconcerted, he 0 
| Had need of the whole force of his wit and humour iþ 
| | | to if 
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E413 
todeſend himſelf againſt the ſtrokethat had wound- 
ed Mhatley. At length, however, he reſumed his 
pleaſantry, withdrawing to have ſome private con- 
ferrence with Adams, the worthy old Man return- 
ed lifting up his Eyes to Heaven, Diſtracted, Pale, 
ready to ſink into the Ground. Ah! my Lord! 
throwing himſelf with folded Hands and ſtreaming 
Eyes at the Feet of Nhatley. What have I done 
that you have ſworn my ruin and diſgrace? That 
Gentleman, ſaid he, my dear, (addreſſing himſelf 
to his Wife, and pointing to the Baronet) has of- 
fered me Money to give up Fanny to my Lord. No 
my Lord, do not think us capable of the baſeneſs 
of proſtituting our dear Child] take our Lives, but 
leave us our Honour, it is the only poſſeſſion we 
have, My dear Adams, - interrupted Whatley, I 1 
never had ſuch an horrid Idea. This is the inſuf- 
ferable Pleaſantry of my Friend. Set your Heart 
at Eaſe. * The complaint of poor Adams had vex- 
ed him, and Sir Thomas, muſt have been conne&-, 
ed with him in the cloſeſt intimacy, elſe his worth- 
leſs Behaviour would have been followed by an 
open Rupture. | 5 


Whatley was diſtreſſed, he loved Fanny, yet did 
not dare to ſee her. He was equally afraid of 
ſeeing the Father and the Daughter. His Friends 
dragged hin to London, and plunged him once 
more in all thoſe faſhionable Follies and Extrava- 
gancies, whsch the World calls Pleaſures, 


Adam, 
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Adams from that Moment, had loſt that cl ll 
fulneſs which is the happy Portion of the Inhabi- 
tants of the Country, He looked upon his Daugh-, 


ter's growing Beauties with a ſigh, and the Tears 
was ready ſometimes to overflow the eye- lid. 


My dear F ather (ſaid Fanny) may I aſk you the | 
reaſon why you appear ſo ſad? Can I have given. 
you: any reaſon to be diſſatisfied? Child, obſerve. 
what I ſay, and anſwer me ingeniouſly. What 

are your ſentiments of my Lord? I think Father, 
ſaid ſhe, with bluſhing Cheeks and down caſt Eyes 
that he is very amiable, do you not think the ſame? 
My dear Child, you muſt learn to know Men: 
This Lord; whom you think ſo amiable, would 
diſhonour me, would have taken you for the Indul- 
gence of a licentious Paſhon—for his Miſtreſs. 
(Upon this he ſunk into the Arms of his Daughter) 
Heavens what horrid wretches, are Men! who could” 
have thou 2 this of my Lord? Take care my dear 
Funny, reſumed the Father, take care of the ſnare 
that may be laid for you. Receive no Letters from 
my Lord, never be a Moment alone; remember 
that the greateſt of all poſſeſſions is Innocence. 


Fanny wept: No my worthy Father, no, you | 
ſhall never have reaſon to bluſh for me, 1 did not 
ee any ching like this from my Lord. 


His Lordſhip 8 thoughts nevertbeleſ was fill 
with n and poſſibly ſhe partook of the impreſ- 
hon 


Aa. 


1 


fion he had made. He had received a wound that 
the art of London could not cure; ſo that without 
waiting for the Spring he returns into the Country. 


He was no fooner arrived at the Eſtate, than he 
went to the Houſe of the Tenant. The timerous 
and reſpectful Behaviour of Love made him more 
amiable. Fanny would fain have perſuaded herſelf 
to look upon him with averſion, but he had — 'd 0 
new Charms. 


One day he met Fanny at a little diſtance from 
the Farm; ſne appeared more Beautiful, more En- 
gageing than ever he had ſeen her, he threw him. 
ſelf at her Feet, and would have taken her Hand 
ſhe withdrew it haſtily, forcing herſelf from him 


No you fhall not leave me. What have I done 
Beautiful Fanny? What crime have I committed? 
Ah! my Lord leave me, let me fly to my Father, 
he has forbidden me to ſpeak or to ſee you. It 
was very cruel, my Lord added ſhe, with Tears, 
to think of taking advantage of our Poverty; you 
have given great diſturbance to my Father, and all 
my Relations: I have not deſerved ſuch treatment 
from your Lordſhip. 


In pronouncing the laſt Words, ſhe was advan- 
cing towards the Farm Houſe, his Lordſhip follow- 
ing, Ah! Fanny, do not accuſe me, my Friend 
alone ſhould bear the blame; Never had I ſuch an 


execrable 


1 | 
execrable thought; is it poſſible that I, who love 
vou to Diſtraction, ſhould treat you without re- 

ſpect! He perceiv'd Adams coming towards them 


with a look of Anger, intimating a deſign to re- 
prove his Daughter. 


Yes, my dear Adams, I will repeat it before you 


and in the Face of Heaven, that I adore your Beau- 
tiful Daughter, ſhe is Virtue itſelf dreſſed by the 
Graces, and it is my Pride to lay at her Feet myſelf 
my Fortune, my Honours and my Heart. (Fanny 
bluſh'd) She turned her Eyes which was ful! of 
Tears on her Lover, thought him leſs Criminal than 
her Father had repreſented him, and again caſt thoſe 
Eyes on the Ground.) Yes, Adams I declare it, 
Fanny has taught me that prejudice thould yield to 
reaſon, and now that I am in your Houſe, before 
your Wife and Children. I declare that I will mar- 
ry her, that my Name, my Fortune, my Title, and 
my whole Soul ſhall be hers. Yes Fanny, you ſee 
your Lover and Huſband at your Feet. 7 


What are you about my Lord, ſaid Adams? I 
am thoroughly ſenſible of your goodneſs, but 1g- 
norant and artleſs as we are, we know what is due 
to ourſelves. My Daughter was not born to the 
dignity of Lady Whatlcy. No, my Lord, I will 
never agree that you ſhall marry beneath yourſelf, 
my Wife and Fanny herſelf will be of the ſame 0- 
Pinion, and I have the Honour in their ſtead, to 
point out to you what is your duty on this occaſion 
; B and 


) 


B 
and what is ours. Fanny once more locked on 
Lord Whatley, and wept. Are not theſe Child, 
your ſentiments? Yes Father ſaid ſhe, but that 
yes was prounced with a trembling accent, her, 


Heart would have ſnatch'd up what her Tongue 
had let fall, | | 


What a Triumph for Fanny, ſhe love'd Lord 
 Whatley, and what fecret Tranſport muſt he have 
felt, to find his paſſion fo great as to offer her Mar- 
Tiage! Her lover did not let the thing reſt here, 
every Day he viſited Adams. The fame perſeve- 

rance of demanding Fanny in Marriage, on his part 
the ſame fortitude of refuſal on the worthy Father's 
till a Servant arrived from his Lordfhip with a meſ- 
fage defiring to ſpeak with Adams that Moment, his 
Lordſhip being confined to his Bed, and is very ill. 
Tt cried Fanny, and her Heart was then in new | 
aggitations. 


Adams haſted to the feat of his Lord: He actu- 
ally found him in Bed, and in a high Fever. Whalley 
gave orders that he ſhould be left alone with his 
Tenant. ** Sit down my dear Adams, ſaid he 
with a feeble Voice, you fee the effects of your con- 
duct.“ How my Lord“ Yes Adams, you obſti- 
mately refufed me your Fanny; you will ſoon be 
fet free from my future ſolicitations. Pam ſenſible 
that what I ſuffer from this diſappointment will 
bring me to the Grave.” Ah! my Lord, replied the 
ald Man, you pierce me to the Soul! Can I be the 


occaſion 


* 


occaſion of your Death, who would lay down my 
Life for you a thoufand times? But my Lord, be 
| Judge yourſelf of what was my duty on this occa» 
lion. Is my Daughter a match for you? t-is Pale 
fion will go off, your preſent infatuationwillvaniſh, 
No Adams, no, I ſhall never ceaſe to love your 
„% charming Daughter.” | 


= 
* 


The good old Man, diſtracted with a thouſand 
different ſenſations, cried out, but my Lord, what 
; will your Family, the Town, the whole World ſay 
« My Friend I will marry Fanny privately, and 
declare my Marriage after the Death of my Uncle, 
who is on the brink of the Grave. By this means 
you will compleat my Happineſs, that of yous 


Danghter, and your Family. 


Honeſt Adams was confounded, he ſigh'd, he 
caſt his Eyes on the Ground. Whatley called his 
Servants; they raiſe him dreſs him, he gets into the 
Coach with Adams, and drives to the Farm. 


'” 
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To Fanny every thing appeared like the illuſion 
of a Dream, when Lord Whatley addreſſed her 
with preſſing Tenderneſs—* Beautiful Fanny, it is 


yours to confirm that conſent which muſt be the 
Joy of my life.” | 


She ſuffered him to take her Hand. Whatley at 
lergth reid his Triumph in her ingenious Aſpect. 
Tit Parents of the worthy Girl once more made the 
| B 2 rongeſt 
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ſtrongeſt remonſt rances; their Paſſionate Lord ain 
found means to ſet hw aſide; till after many con- 
flicts, denials, tears and intreaties, it was at length 


determined that his Lordſhip ſhould privately mar- 


ry Fanny. He flies to his Friends. Sir Thomas 


Ward had arrived a few days before. My Lord 


after St pper, when the Servants were gone. and the 
Glaſs went round, informs the Company of his in- 
tention to marry Fanny. Sir Thomas received the 
Intelligence with indignation, and the poor Lord 
underwent the ſevereſt railery, the moſt humilia- 
ting Sarcaſms; but finding him fully reſolv'd. Well 
my Friend ſaid Ward, then I expect your thanks 
for an expedient which will at once reconcile your 
Honour, your Pleaſure, and your Rank; which will 
nei:her render you obnoxious to your Uncle, to 
= own reflexions, nor to the reproaches of the 
World. Depend upon me for the intire manage- 


ment of this Aff ir. What is it vou propoſe, ſaid 
What/ry? Do not you mean to marry Fanny? Moſt 


certa nu. — Well, their is a Clergyman in this 
Neighooui hood who will oblige me in any thing, 
we ſhall ao be able to find manageable witneſſes. 
In ſhort my Friend. you ſhall be married. and you 
ſhall noi be Married but {ufficiently ar leall to en- 
| Joy che Object of your Paſſion. ©* What he a Trai- 
tor to Fanny, cried Whailry, and he aroſe from his 
Scat with indignation, | * 


Without enlarging on the defence of Malloy, 
the attacks of his Friends, and above all choſe of 


the 


: * 


* 


— 
the depraved Barronet, who employed all his wit 
to draw this young Lord into the moſt attrocious 
of Crimes; be it ſufficient to obſerve, that their 
attempts were ſucceſsful. The treacherous Ward, 
was the principal agent in the horrid Plot, and 
every thing was prepared for the intended Mar- 
riage, Whatley, ſtung by remorſe, was frequently 
on the brink of defeating the infernal Scheem, but 
Ward, inſpired by his genious for Villainy, as of- 
ten overbore his intentions. Behold our young 
Lord, then in the Boſom of his beautiful, his in- 
nocent Angel! Behold him in the raptures of thoſe 
pure, thoſe high ſet Pleaſures, which alone ſhould 

be the Fruits of Virtue, : 


| Whatley, in the midſt of theſe Charms, ſunk un- 
| der the influence of a Heart felt Poiſon. Fanny 
| had never left her Father's Houſe, her Huſbargl 
: © was the Idol of her Soul, ſhe was that tender ve 
; whom Milton has deſcribed, ſo greatly ſubmiſlwe 
| to the Pleaſure of Adam. But what were the pangs 
of Whatley, when his Eyes were fixed on this ador- 
able Creature ſo touching, lo ingenious, ſo innocent 


ö 

; in the very lap of Pleaſure, and fo wrong'd. 

| His Uncle ſent for him to Town. Fanny muſt 

. now be left, though now more then ever beloved. 

- The tender Creature was with diffticuity torn from 
the ArmFof her Huſband. It was in e tiying 

| Moments that Whaley felt all the vengance or 1 

, b ” 

f jured Truth and Hondur. 
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Ward at length carries him off, and ſteals him 
from thoſe reflections that weighed down his Heart 
Fanny fainted away in the Boſom of her Mother, 
when her Eyes could no longer perceive her Lord 
He was now in the Chaiſe with the Baronet, who- 
exerted all his wicked art to ſtiflethat remorſe which 
perſecuted and perſued him to London. 


 Whatley arrived in Town, was hurried by his 
Friend into thoſe Companies where the delicacy of 
fentiments are deſtroyed, and every ſucceeding day 
he thought of Fanny with leſs inſenfibility, and ſome 
feature of her Image vaniſhed from his mind. 


Sir Thomas had communicated, in confidence, 
to Lord Darnton, this Adventure of his Nephew, 
and it was in Concert with this Nobleman that he 
endeavoured to draw Whatiey into that round of 
diſfipation. 


 Whatley found leſs frequent opportunities to 
write to Fanny, He received her Letters with leſs 
a dour. In a word, his Love was abated, ſince he 
had beheld with ſome emotion the growing Beau- 
ties of Miſs Barry, the Daughter of Lord Ravenſtone. 
This impreſſion ſo favourable to the deſigns of 
Lord Darnton, was immediately communicated to 
him. He concerted with the Father of that Lady 
the proper means of drawing alley micgan attach- 
ment; he propoſed to his Nephew to mary Lord 
Ravenflone's Daughter, every thing added he is al- 

ready 
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ready ſettled. You are beloved by the Lady and 
nothing is wanted but your confent, She is one 
of the greateſt and molt brilliant Matches in En- 
gland. Whatley changes countenance, throwhim- 
felf at the feet of his Uncle, declares with Tears 
his fituation, his Engagements to Fanny. Lord 
Darnton embraces and careſſes his Nephew, anſwers 
him with diſſembling kindneſs, and employs every 
art to dazzle and overcome his integrity; but he 
remains inflexible. Rage and menaces ſucceeds, 
He drives him from his prefence, and the poor Lord | 
flies for refuge into the Boſom of the ſerpent Ward, * i} 
who more inſinuating, more dangeaous, conducted 
him back to his Uncle. In ſhort after many tu- | 
mults, many conflicts. Fanny is ſacrificed, and the 9 
weak, the guilty Whatley marries Miſs Barry, The 
| 
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cruel Lord Darnton took upon him to convey the 
fatal News to the Daughter of Adams, He hag. 
romiſed his Nephew to ſettle ſuch an income on 
her, as ſhould be, to uſe his own expreſſion, a fuf= Mi 
ficient conſolation for her diſappointment. . The 
crafty Uncle, however, was not ſatisfied with this N 
Triumph: He was ſtill afraid that Fanny ſhould re- ö 
cover her former influence, and therefore got What= Mi! 
ley nominated to one of the remoteſt foreign Courts. | x 
Our young Lord ſet off with his new married La-. 
dy, accompatiied by Sir Thomas Ward, who never 
left K. e to his own reflections, and wha I1 
was always flattering him on his dignities and di- 


ſtinctions. The poor recompenſe of forfeited Inno- 
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cence, and faithful Love. 


The 


— K — 


— 14 J 

Ward at length carries him off, and ſteals him 
from thoſe reflections that weighed down his Heart 
Fanny fainted away in the Boſom of her Mother, 
when her Eyes could no longer perceive her Lord 
He was now in the Chaiſe with the Baronet, who 
exerted all his wicked art to ſtifle that remorſe whick 
perſecuted and perſued him to London. 


Whatley arrived in Town, was hurried by his 
Friend into thoſe Companies where the delicacy of 
fentiments are deſtroyed, and every fucceeding da 
he thought of Fanny with leſs inſenſibility, and ſome 
feature of her Image vaniſhed from his mind. 


Sir Thomas had communicated, in confidence, 
to Lord Darnton, this Adventure of his Nephew, 
and it was in Concert with this Nobleman that he 
endeavoured to draw Whatley into that round of 
diſipation. 

* 


 Whatley found leſs frequent opportunities to 
write to Fanny. He received her Letters with leſs 
a dobr. In a word, his Love was abated, ſince he 
had beheld with ſome emotion the growing Beau- 
ties of Miſs Barry, the Daughter of Lord Ravenſtone. 
This impreſſion ſo favourable to the deſigns of 
Lord Darnton, was immediately communicated to 
him. He concerted with the Fathdr of that Lady 
the proper means of drawing Whatley mtagn attach- 
ment; he propoſed to his Nephew to mary Lord 
Raven tones Daughter, every thing added he is al- 

ready 
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ready ſettled. You are beloved by the Lady and 
nothing is wanted but your confent, She is one 
of the greateſt and moſt brilliant Matches in En- 
gland. Whatley changes countenance, throwhim- 
felf at the feet of his Uncle, declares with Tears 
his fituation, his Engagements to Fanny. Lord 
Darnton embraces and careſſes his Nephew, anſwers 
him with diſſembling kindneſs, and employs every 
art to dazzle and overcome his integrity; but he 
remains inflexible. Rage and menaces ſucceeds, 
he drives him from his prefence, and the poor Lord 
flies for refuge into the Boſom of the ſerpent Warg, 
who more inſinuating, more dangeaous, conducted 
him back to his Uncle. In ſhort after many tu- 
mults, many conflicts. Fanny is ſacrificed, and the 
weak, the guilty Whatley marries Miſs Barry, The 
cruel Lord Darnton took upon him to convey the 
fatal News to the Daughter of Adams. He had 
promiſed his Nephew to ſettle ſuch an income on 
her, as ſhould be, to uſe his own expreſſion, a fuf- 
ficient conſolation for her diſappointment. . The 
crafty Uncle, however, was not fatisfied with this 
Triumph: He was {till afraid that Fanny ſhould re- 
cover her former influence, and therefore got What. 
ley nominated to one of the remoteſt foreign Courts. 
Our young Lord ſet off with his new married La- 
dy, accom bie by Sir Thomas Ward, who never 
left ge dme to his own reflections, and who 

was always flattering him on his dignities and di- 
333 The poor recompenſe of forfeited Inno- 
 Eence, and faithful Love. 5 
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The anxieties, the painful penſiveneſs of Fanny 
increaſed. Already ſome Weeks were paſſed ſince 
ſhe had heard from Whatley, and ſhe began to ſuſ- 
pect the worſt of his conduct, when an expreſs ar- 
rived from Lord Darnlon, with a Letter to Adams, 
and a Note of a Thouſand Pounds, as a gratitude 
to his Daughter's renouncing all pretenſions ta 
Lord Whatley,” __. = 


The poor old Man had no ſooner read this Let- 
ter, then he cried to his Daughter Fanny. My 
Child we are undone! our fears were too juſt, Lord 
Darnton is determin'd to diſannul your Marriage, 
and has had the inhumanity to inſult you with an 
offer of Money. My Lord will not own you as his 
Wife. Not as his Wife, what then ſhould I be.“ 
Fanny was juſt able to pronounce theſe words 
before ſhe fainted away. She was carried to her 
Chamber, where ſhe remain'd in a kind of ſtu- 


pefaction. 
Take back, ſaid the indignant old Man to the 


Meſſenger, take back this odious favour. I am a 
poor Man tis true, but my Lord ſhall not rob me 
of my Honour; nor will we ever conſent to the di- 
ſolution of the Marriage. On what are your 
complaints founded, interrupted tag Meſſenger: 
The Marriage of Lord Hatley will not M annuled. 
What Marriage do you ſpeak of? Do u not 
know that Lord Darnton's Nephew 1s Married to 
Lord Ravenjtone's Daughter,” Married! My ald 


What 


* 
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Whatley! to any body but Fanny? Yes, and he 
is gone Abroad. Oh Heavens! cried Adams, in 
the utmoſt Agonies, and has he then made a Jeſt 
of the moſt ſacred ties: Can my Lord have' any 
other Wife but Fanny: Come, I will go imme- 
diately to London; I will have Tuſtice or Death, 


my Lord Darnton cannot refuſe it. 


4 


He went into his Daughter's Chamber, who was 
juſt opening her Eyes; Child you do not know all 
our wrongs, not all the trachery of Lord Whaley, 
he is ne gef Married! Ves, married to another 
Woman. But take Courage, we have yet Hon- 
our and juſtice left us. I am going to N 
and at my return expect better News. 


Lord Darniou's Meſſenger entered his Houſe; 
followed by the unfortunate old Man. No ſooner. 
did his Lord ſee him, then he aſked him concerning 
the event of his Meſſage: He gave him for Anſwer 
the Thouſand Pound Note. What cried his 
Lordſhip, had he the Impudence to refuſe my Fa- 
vour. (He is hear replied the Servant) let him come 
in ſaid my Lord, in Wrath.” Yes, my Lord ſaid 
the unhappy F ather, with Floods of Tears. I refuſe 
the price of my diſgr ace, becauſe my Honour is not 
to be purchaſed, did every thing in my Power to 
prevent my Lard your Nephew, from fo diſpro- 
portionabe Match, but he would not lilien to 
me: He Was determin'd to poſſeſs my Daughter, 


* n married her, Our fate 1s in your 
c C : Hands 


TE 
Hands my Lord, but the knot has been tied in the - 
face of Heaven, and it is Heaven that can diſſolve 
it · Though you had a Hundered Daughters, you 
inſolent old Fellow. replied his Lordſhip, a Tho- 
ſand Pounds would be too great a price for them 
do not abuſe my kindneſs—Take back the Bill go 
and do not think of ſeeing me any more. 


No ſaid the courageous Adams, with that Noble 

indignation, which raiſes the Spirit abve all Rank, 
J will not go I only aſk for Juſtice, my Lord, and 
J will have it. Come ſaid Lord Darnton take 
Two Thouſand Pounds, and let me hear no more 
of you or your Daughter. My Lord, your 
ſecond Propoſals, I preſume to ſay is freſh attack 
upon my life and Honour. Expect the utmoſt 
from my diſtraction, it is very dreadful. 


Do you threaten me, you audacious Earth- worm 
know the inſignificancy of your pretenſions. know 
then that your claims are a jeſt, that your Daugh- 
ter has been the inſtrument of Whatley's pleaſure. 
In ſhort, that the Marriage you have the prefump- 
tion to inſiſt on, was nothing more than a Strata- 

em to obtain what was certainty, never worth 


'Two Theufand Pounds. 9 
A Thunder ſtroke could not den poor 


Adams more vioiently. He fell fencelels to the 

Ground. Lord Darnion went out of the Room, 

and a compaſſionate domeſtick endeavouring uo 
| comfo 


— 
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comfor him, exhorted him to be reconciled to his 


Misfortunes, repreſented the Quality and Power of 
Lord Darnton, and concluded with relating to him 


all the Circumſtances of Whatley's pretended Mar- 


riage with Fanny. Adams in diſtraction tore his 
Hair, the Steward brought him two Thouſand 
Pounds ready told. Adams daſhed them from him 


with all the rage of honeſt indignation. Wretch 


let your Maſter keep his infamous wealth! 'go, he 
has already more than ſufficiently inſulted my grey 
Hairs.—1 ſee that I have no other Protection, nor 
other avenger but my God—1 implore his aſſiſ- 
tance and he will puniſh the Villains that have 
deceived my Child. : 3 


The Servants by degrees, brought him to a ſence 
of his ſituation; told him that every extremity 
would be in vain; and repreſented to him the Au- 
thority of the great, who always trample upon the 
rights of the Poor with impunity. Atlength they 
drew him to a little diſtance from Lord Darnton's 
Houſe, and conveyed him to the lodgings of his 
Wife. She received the unhappy Adams with that 


* humanity peculiar to thoſe whom the infolence of 
Grandeur and fortune had depreſſed. 


The afflicteg Talther left London, loading it 
with e. His diſtraction increaſed, and 
broke off anew; when he aproached his own 
Houſe, His Wife and his Daughter came to meet 


hin Funny ſaw his diſtreſs, and therein read her 
5 | RR fate 
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fate. They ſat down—Adams as well as his An- 
guiſh would give him leave, related to them the 
Barbarous manner in e he had been received 
by Lord Parnton. When he came to the horrid 
treachery of Whatley, to the pretended Marriage. 
Hah! cried Fanny, am I then deceived? Am I not 
his Wife? Scarce had ſhe pronounced theſe laſt 
words when ſhe fell to the Ground, as if ſhe had 
been ſmitten with a Thunder ſtroke. Adams ceaſed 
not to embrace and weep over her—At length ſhe 
recovers her Senſes—But is it, ſaid ſhe Lord 
Whatley who has betrayed and deceived me? ought 
I to have expected ſuch a blow? Then ſeemirg to 
command her Tears to ceaſe. —Come Father, let 
us even forget the name of the Villain who means 
to diſhonour me He has deceived me but he has 
not robbed me of the innocence of my Soul. Can 
I be Criminal in your Eyes, in the Eyes of God? 

Since I have nothing now to hope for in life, how 
eaſy were it for me to die? But I will live for your 
conſolation, your Support. Let us fly from this 
deteſted farm, this ſcene of guilt and horror! Let 
us go where Lord Whatley, where even the Idea 
ſhall not follow me. My tender Father, I a 
willing to ſubmit to the moſt toilſome labours, 
the moſt humble employments, Many thing pro- 
vided you will be careful of your Mg —Provided 
you will love your Fannmy—who is Ma guilty 
Creature—At thole words her fortitude gave way 


to a freſh flow of Tears. At length the "Cory 
{ 


family leaves tke fatal Place — but Tanny for 


at , 


F 
it not without ſome Naher She ſeemed to leave 
in that place the moſt live ly Principle of her Soul. 


Virtuous Minds are always luſceptible of the great 
Paſſions. 


od Lord Whatley' tho mar ed to a «land Wo- 
man, in the boſom of Pleaſures and Honours. and 
ſurrounded with the Pomp of dignity, vas far from 
taſting any, true happineſs, His Lady had all the 
airs of a Woman of Quality, behaving with a diſ- 
guſting coldneſs to her Huſband, and courting the 
attention of others, in the genuine ſpirit of Co- 
quetry. She was handſome, vain and haughtv— 
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t yet that haughtineſs was not ſo ſevere as to fave 
; her from many ſcandalous adventures, the report 
; of which came to the Ears of her Lord. He would 
L urge is affection but was nut hear; he threaten'd 
? her with the Authority of an injureck Church, but 
r his threats were anſwered with'the moſt glaring in- 
r decorums. The conduct of his Lady many times 
8 brougbr to his remembrance his poor Fanny, who 
t lov'd and ador'd him, and whom he had diſho- 
a nour'd at the expence of the purelt and tendereſt 
n love. But this Image that aroſe in his Mind was 
8, ſoon deſtr oyed by the induſtry of the Baronet 
a He hurried hin round a contirual Scene of diili- 
d pation. plunged him into every debaiichery 
y of Hagen Mind, and while he was extinguiſh- 
y ing the remembrance of Fanny, he was repellin 
* 2 the ſame means, the natural ſentiments of Ho- | 
8 our and Virtue. | 
it ©; 


Some 


5 
Some Years paſſed while Whatley continued in 
this Death of Reaſon and honeſt inſenfibility. He 
returned to London with his Wife, who did not 
fail to torment him with the moſt cruel chagrins. 
She diſhonour'd him by her conſtant Intrigues, em- 
broiled him with her Relations, and render'd him 
contemptible in the Eyes of the-Court. Yet in 
theſe mortifying Circumſtances, he had one con- 
ſolation; his Lady died, leaving him Debts, Ene- 
mies, Inſult and Shame. It was then that Whatley 
gave himſelf up to the moſt boundleſs diſſipftion; 
There was not a noted Tavern in London, where 
he was not the diſtinguiſhed Hero of Libertiniſm, 
and Sir Thomas Ward partook of his Reputation, 
They went by Accident, with ſome Friends to 
Brown's Coffee-houſe.— The Converſation of the. 
Company turned upon the Subject of Honour, up- 
on which Lord Whatley had been taken up ſhort by 
a Stranger deſiring him to talk of matters with 
which he was better acquainted. Hot werds and 
abuſe enſued, and the conſequence was to fight the 
next Morning in Hyde-park. Scarce were they 
arrived on the ſpot, when his Lordſhip drew, and 
called on his Antaganiſt to do the ſame, ** One 
word by your leave, ſaid the Stranger: It is againſt 
my will that I fight, this acknowledgement to ap- 
pear ſingular, you may deem me a ward, but 
when you know my Name, you will down jullice 
Duelling is an infamous Thing; it is cont Nry ta 
all Laws both Divine and Human, and is AY 


elſe but Aſlaſſination. But I ſhall comply with you 
| | deſires, 


F 


deſires as you are determin'd to have it ſo: I have 
only one thing to deſire.“ What is that? — “ 1 
have offended you by ſaying you had no knowledge 
of Honour; before we fignt, do me the Favour to 
tell me what you mean by the Word Honour, and 


try to do it calmly.” | 


Lord Whatley made uſe of all thoſe definition 
which are ſo well known, and ſo ill founded. 
Have you done my Lord?” Ves, Does not 
diſpute, and the weaker, and more defenceleſs the 
Perſon is to whom that word is given, the more 
ſacred a Man of Honour ſhould hold is faith. 
Would you my Lord make a purchaſe by falle or 
forged Bill? at thoſe words Whatley ſtormed with 
indignation. Forged Bills!“ But you my Lord 
have been guilty of an Action a thouſand times 
more bale.” Draw Sir? © Hear me, and as ſoon 
as I have. explained myfelf, we will fight. What 
did you, when you impoſed on Innocence, Love 
and Truth; when yielding to the dictates of your 
vile Accomplices, under pretext of the moſt ſacred 
and moſt folemn Oaths, you diſhonour'd an un- 
happy Creature, who received you into the arms 
of Innocence, under the fanttion of the Altar? 
you underſtandyne, Truth, Love, and Innocence 
betrayed: Ir Heart, yes, your Heart itfelf, my 
Lord if A dare look into it all theſe will rife a- 
gainſt qu Lou ſcem diſturbed,” Ah! ſaid Lord 
Whatley, and a Tear aroſe in his Eye—T'oo tine! 
I Have acted diſhonourably)— Upon this he threw 
h . down 
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down his „ me generous Strange 
Lou open my Eyes, you bring me to myſelf.— 
Then flying into his Arms—Ah! tell me, ſaid he 
what 1s become of Fanny? —Yes, I am ied a 
wretch, the vileſt of Criminals. © This my Lord, 
is Honour, it returns to your Heart, and I acknow- 
ledge the Man. Fanny and her F amily live in bit- 
terneſs and miſery— They have taken refuge with 
a Relation who ſupports them in their deplorable 
. and the unfortunate Farmy {till loves 

Loves me! Interupted Whatley, with Tears, 
Jin 3 me? Ah Sir! let me lee her, let me throw 
myſelf at her Feet Will you have the * 
to conduct me. | 


Ward who had followed his Friend at a diſtance 
runs up to him and finds him in Tears—Come on 
Sir, ſaid Whatley; behold the Triumph of Senti- 
ments—Yes, I acknowledge myſelf culpable; and 
this Gentleman had a right to tell me that I could 

not with property talk of Honour: He has opened 
my Eyes, and I fly to repare the Injuries I have 
done. Whatley explained the circumſtance of his 
adventure. Ward was outrageous, reproached him 
with meaneſs of Spirit, and draws upon the worthy 
Man who had brought him back to Virtue—The 


Stranger tries by the ſtrongeſt remaſtrances to e- 
vade fighting with the enraged Haren but at laſt 
being conſtrained to it, he cries. as you 


wretched Ward, who corrupted the virtuous Ma.. 


tey.” They fight—the Stranger diſarms him $I 


giv 


E % } 
gives him back his Sword, lay ing. « Live and 
enjoy the Privilege of Repentance.” Whatley made 
new efforts to appeaſe his Friend but he fell with 
greater fury on his generous adverſary, and at laſt | 
received a mortal thruft - that laid him on the | 
Ground. Mfatley s Servants came and took away 


the Body of Ward, while is Lordſhip and the 


Stranger returned to Town in the ſame Carriage, 
ſtruck with" the deepeſt concern and melancholy. 
The People in the Neighbourhood, who had beds 
preſent at The Combat, all depoſed for the Conque- 
ror. Whatley having recovered from the firſt emo- 
tions of Grief, diſcovered at length that the Perſon: 
who had killed the Baronet, was an Officer of 
Birth, and diſtinguiſhed for his merit and bravery. 
He had retired from Service, and lived like a true 
Philoſopher, chat is like a Man who had the ſup- 
port of Honour and Virtue at Heart. He employ- 
ed the greateſt part of his Fortune in the relief of 
indigence—He avoided ſplendor, and lived under 
the protective and pleaſing ſhade of his own inte- 
grity. His name was Windham. 


He info hal his Lorthis of the cruel dn 
of Lord Darnton, with regard to the unfortunate 
Adams. Whata deſcription for Whatley! His Soul 
had recovered all its honeſty, all its ſenſibility. 
Windham was a Ind of ſuperior being, who reſcued 
him from th gulph of depravity, into whic 1 Ward 

had plupged him; and Whalley withed for noching 


/ thing | 


» 
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thing but the Moment, that ſhould lere him 


to his and 


Windham elated ſuch Circumſtances as till 
heighten” d his impatience to ſee her. That worthy 
Man by travelling into different Countries of En- 
gland, had been led by accident to the Houſe of a 
Clergyman with whom Fanny and her F amily had 
taken refuge. It was from themſelves he learn d 


their Misfortunes, and the perfidious behaviour of 


Lord Vhatley. Windham with Pleaſure, indulged 
his impatience, and they ſet out on their Journey 
to the Village were the Clergyman lived. 


| Whatley already felt the Happineſs of repairing 
his injuries, and at length they arrived. But what 


a Thunder ſtroke to the penitent Lord! They 


found the Clergyman dead; and the Place where 
Adams and his Family had retired was unknown. 


It was only obſerved that, wherever they were, 


they muſt be very miſerable, 


Wrwndham himſelf began to deſpair of Succeſs, 


and the unhappy Lord was in the greateſt Diſtreſs, 
They were on Horſeback and unattended, when 
they met a Baronet of Windham's Acquaintance; 
he ſtopped a little to talk withAyim, and Whatley 


rode forware. 


A Child was weeping very bitterly at a little diſ- 
tanceiromthe Road I he poor Innocent ay 
to 


a 
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to be about fix or ſeven Years of Age— It had an 
air of delicacy, which was touching under the diſ- 
advantage of a poor dreſs. Its tears, its native 
comeli neſs, greatly moved his Lordſhip. He look- 
ed upon the Child with pity, and could not take 
his Eyes off. What makes you weep my little Dear? 
- ſaid he. My poor Mama! She told me ſhe 
| ſhould die ſoon, and ſhe wept when ſhe kiſſed me 
, Mama is very unhappy—We have nothing to live 
upon Mama cries, and Grand- papa is very bad a 
Bed.“ Thus the Child with mingled Tears and 
Sighs uttered its little Complaints. Poor Child! 
where is your Father my Dear.—* Oh! Sir, I ne- 
ver ſaw my Papa—it is my Papa that has made us 
all unhappy—Mama often talks of him, ſhe ſays 
ſhe loves him and ſhall love him as long as ſhe lives. 
She makes me pray to God for him every Day— 
Poor Papa is in a very bad way, added the Child 
weeping as if its little Heart would break. 


Lord Whatley was affected, and lighting from his 
Horſe, run towards the Child, who did not ſeek 
to ſhun him, but ſtretched his Arms to embrace 
him. Embrace me, my little Angel! your are a 
ſweet Child But what are your Parents? They 
work in the Field.” — Your Mother too? She is al- 
ways the firſt togggto work, Sir, tho ſhe has not 
much ſtrength e takes care of my Grand-papa. 
—I wiſh I e rich, that I could help my poor 
Mama, is ſo very good - But where do you 
live my dear Child ?—Below there Sir!—Shewing 

| / D 2 him 
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him a wretched Cottage — Will yor go with me to 
your Mama? —* Oh! She would chide me, Sir, 

m Mama ſees nobody.” Fear not, ſaid his Lord- 
- ſhipſlill embracing the Child, I will excuſe you 
The Child heſitated, looked at him, and gave him 
his Hand—He took it in one of his, and with the. 
other held the Horſe's Bridle. Windham followed 
him at a diſtance: He went along with the Child 
who conducted him to a Poor but covered with 
Thatch, and ſurrounded with a miſerable hedge— 
a few paces from the Cottage he faw a Woman ſit- 
ting at the ſide of a Ditch, with a Mattock in her 
Hand, and ſeemingly oppreſſed witu fatigue and 
Melancholy—The Child goes up to her—Pray 
Mama donot chide me for bringing this Gentleman 
who wanted to ſee you—She looked up—Whatley 
fell at her Feet—my dear Fanny! My Lord What- 
le)!“ — She fainted away—Her Child threw itſelf 
in her Arms—And at the ſame Moment Windham 
came up— Whatley firſt recovered, my dear Fanny 
is it you—Ah? my Friend, I have found the Miſ- 
treſs of my Heart—My excellent, my only Love, 
See me at your Feet! Lift up your Eyes, behold 
your Lover, your Huſband, who repents from his 


very Soul: My dear Fanny to what a conditton have 
I reduced you. | 


Malloy was proſtitute at her M 
preſled to his Lips and bathed with 


recovers from her ſwoon, and falling intothis Arms 


is it you, faid ſhe my Lord Whatley? Yes it Nad 
6 H nd, 
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Huſband, who repenting of all his follies and vices 
returns to Virtues in your Embraces, and to that 
Tenderneſs which now poſſeſſes his Soul, and 
makes him die to repair your Injuxies My Lord, 


have you Embraced your Child, ſaid Fanny tender 


ly—Go, my dear, and Embrace your Father 
% My Child Oh! God, my Child!” This perfect- 
ly overcame him—He careſſed Fanny and her 
Child by turns, arid preſſed them to his Boſom 
Yes, my Lord, continued Fanny he is your Child 
— The fruit of happy Love—Thave brought him 
up to love you,, that, when he ſurvived me; he 
might tell you of his unfortunate Mother—Here 
ſhe could proceed no farther,” her ſwelling Boſom 


would not give her utterance, and Whatley took 


her again into his Arms? —*® Where is your Father 
faid he? my Father? may I ſee him.” He is in 
Bed, anſwered Fanny, expiring with Sicknefs and 
Sorrow. © Come let me throw myſelf at his Feet.” 


Fanny deſired him to wait till ſhe had acquainted 


im with his arrival. She feared: that the ſudden 


ſight of her Lord might be fatal to che languiſhing 
old Man, ſhe did not know how to teſtify her gra- 
titude to Windham. Lord Whatley had told her in 
a few words all that the worthy Man had done to 
bring him bac Ho a ſenſe of Truth and Honour. 
Fanny flew her Father. My dear Father, ſaid 
ſhe, takFeomfort, I have good News to tell you 
My Lord Whatley is come—He acknowledges his 
* And will he own y ou as his Wife? Shall 


I have 


1 8y 1} 
J have that conſolation before I die? Yes, wor- 
thy Adams, cried his Lordſhip, runing to embrace 
the old Man, you ſee your Daughter's Huſband. 
' Your Son, who comes to bewail his faults in your 
Boſom, and would give up his Life to repair them. 
Adams overcome with ſurpriſe and Joy, could only 
utter. Ah! my Lord.” —The Tears flowed from 
his Eyes, he would have got up and attempted. at 
ſome expreſſions or reſpet—Lie ſtill my Father, 
faid Whatley, it is my duty to do you honour and 
reſpect—I have injured you: I h betrayed my 
faith, virtue and Fanny am ready to give Satis- 
faction for every thing —I humBly aſk Pardon of 
you, of your dear Daughter, of humanity itſelf, 

which I have wounded through the Heart of the 
worthy. Adams — Yes you ſhall be my Father, and 
your Daughter ſhall be my Wife, the only Miſtreſs 
of my Soul. He then enquired of Fanny concern- 
ing her Mother—* Alas! replied the old Man, ſhe 
is no more, ſhe adored her Daughter.” Ah! I un- 
derſtand you—This is my doings, wretched and 
guilty Whatley, how ſhall thou expiate thy Crimes. 
Ah! my Father, Ah! my Fanny. 


_ Situations like theſe admit of no adequate deſcip- 
tion; but the Heart may feel, and the Mind may 
conceive what the Pen can never Paint, 


If there is a Scene in this-world t Man attract 
the Eye of the ſupreme Being, it is, un tedly 


* 
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chat of a ſincere repentance, of pure and wo Wt 
Love the: triumph. of ſentiment and reaſon. 7 oy. 
| Whatley removed Adams to his dh Seat, Cher | 
the old Man ſoon. recovered his Health. A very es 
legant Apartinent was prepared for Fanny,” who's 
few Days after their arrival, dreſſed in a very mag? 
nificient Suit, was married to the Lord., It is need- 
leſs to add, that Windham was one of the principle 
Aſſiſtants on this feſtive occaſion. Lord Whatley, 
ore; ly ſurpriſed Adams, by pr eſenting to him 
his two Sons, dreſſed in a manner becoming their 
change of Fortune. I was willing my dear Father 
ſaid he, to make all our Family happy.. The Bro- 
ther of Fanny ought to be mine, and it is my inten- 
tion that they ſhall partake of my Happineſs. 


They ſometime after removed to London, when 
Fanny proved herſelf the moſt charming, and moſt 
amiable of Women. She was a model for thoſe 
who had long ſhone in the circle of diſtinguiſhed 
Life, and ſhewed by her beauty and deportment 
that the Virtues and the Graces are the natives of 
Villages rather then of Cities. She went yearly to 
viſit the poor Cottage where Whailey and W:indham 
had found her. There ſhe ſeemed to find her 
Virtues ſtrengghend, her principles improved, 
rty calls us back to that modeſty, 
and thatggfÞbdued frame of Mind, which are the 


J | : Whatley, 
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- Whatley deſpiſed, difhonoured, TRE WP" by his 
Marriage of Lord Ravenſtone > Daughter, Was en- 
debted in ſome meaſure, for a ſecond exiftence to 
the Daughter of the Farmer. Led by the tender 
influence of chaſte Love, he returned to the duties 
of a Man, a Citizen an A Subject. Lord Darnton 
made a kind of public Satisfaction to Adams and 

Fanny, he declares Whatley his Heir, and died in 
the Arms of his Niece. Heavenas a Recempence 
to Adams, prolonged his Life to an advacing old 
age, and Fanny had many Children, the delight 
and ornament of their Family and their ir Country, | 


FI . 


